THE TOWN OF OUR DREAMS
whispered that the attack was the work of his political
adversaries, who resented the fact of his greater devotion to
Nanking than to Urumchi. But officially the assumption was
that the culprits were Tortinjis. Whoever attacked him,
nobody had so far been apprehended. This constituted a
serious "loss of face" for Ma Shao-wu.
We found the old man in a house in the New Town. He
had a beautiful ivory-coloured face, wore a robe of figured
beige silk and used crutches. His manners in receiving us
were the manners of old China. Before settling down
definitely at Urumchi Ma was going to Moscow to complete
his convalescence, his little boy, Cho-ya, accompanying him.
They were taking the new Irkishtam route and the boy was
rejoicing at the idea of travelling in a real train. He had
never seen a "carriage of fire" except in pictures. I noticed
that the father kept his hands inside his wide sleeves.
Apparently, he had lost two fingers as a result of his accident,
and as his beautiful "mandarin's" hands were his greatest
pride, he was inconsolable at the injury done them. To every
one of the indiscreet questions that the interpreter trans-
mitted for us, a diplomatic answer was returned:
"I lost my post when, as a result of the troubles, China
lost her authority in Kashgar."
That was the kind of thing. I did not dare suggest that
since the Chinese Provincial Government was once more in
authority at Kashgar he ought, as a matter of course, to be
reinstated in his post as taotai. Perhaps Ma, being a Moslem,
was suspect. And who could say but that his sympathies
might lie with the Tungans?
Kung, the taotai who had succeeded Ma Shao-wu, was a
very modern type, though he seldom rose before midday.
He wore a European suit of clothes, and as he had been a
journalist, treated us as colleagues. We bombarded him with
questions which seemed to put him out considerably.
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